Resume Reductions 


Vince sighed as he scrolled through his empty inbox, gazing at his smartphone occasionally, 
silent as usual. No email returns, and not a single phone call back no matter how many resumes he 
sends. 


It made no sense to him, he had years of university, internships at different jobs from university 
sponsored events, he had it all. Yet despite all his work history and school credentials, not a single job 
ever replied to his resumes. Was it too intimidating to hire a fox of his calibre or were jobs want too 
much nowadays? 


Checking online for any potential reason, the fox could only find other people complaining about 
being jobless, but unlike him they had barely anything in their resumes, clearly their own fault. Scoffing 
at all the under-achievers in the forum posts, he went to close the page until he saw one reply mention 
a potential solution, resume fixers! Of course, the forum goers here needed more added on to their 
resumes, but maybe his needed a bit of trimming and refocusing as to not... overwhelm potential 
employers. 


After making an account to message the poster, Vince managed to get some contact 
information on some fixers from the user, who seemed confident that his resume was “too ful 


|’ 


and in 
need of alterations. The user told him to simply send his resume to a specific email, and they would fix it 
for him for free as they simply enjoyed doing so, and despite the fox’s concerns on anyone doing this for 
free, he had nothing to lose and sent it anyways before heading off to bed, hoping for a response in the 
morning. 


Waking up with his early alarm, he got up to do his morning routine of washing up, breakfast 
and checking his phone for any responses. He managed these quite fast as his smaller skinny body 
allowed for easy cleaning, and his healthy diet meant he didn’t eat much like most people that live alone 
do that just live off of junk food. His eyes lit up as he saw a reply from the resume fixers sending him an 
altered resume, opening it up expecting only slight changes and re-arrangements. 


“What the-”, the fox muttered in confusion looking at the resume, it was almost identical, 
barring his extracurricular activities listed under the university section being outright removed. All the 
events, extra hours of work and even the job experience events just not shown anymore. Was that really 
too much information? He pushed his nerdy glasses up his snout as he ruminated over it. “I guess too 
many employers actually were intimidated by my overkilled self, huh. Fine then, I’ll send this one out to 
potential ones before | head out for my morning jog then...”, as the fox sent it around to new potential 
jobs before leaving the house in his tracksuit. 


If it was one thing he wasn’t good at, it was pushing himself in exercise. He was skinny and it, at 
the very least, but he’d always run out of breath and have to stop every few blocks. Panting heavily as 
he sipped some water, he wasn’t some jock or anything, as he spent most of his university time doing 
even more schoolwork and research rather than sportier stuff that many would attempt. Why would he 
when he had amazing clubs and activities to further his knowledge? Like the one about... uh... or the 
other one, it was just on the tip of his tongue yet for some reason he couldn’t remember their names... 
was it some sort of extra geography or history classes? 


Shaking his head, Vince deduced that it must just be the exhaustion wearing down on him from 
this jog. He’ll remember what his activities were when he’s not jogging for dear life. Taking a sip of his 
water again he continued his jog, to his surprise even passing some other joggers, was he getting better 
at this finally? The thought sent a smug shiver across his body, yet it didn’t last long as on his way back 
home his stomach hit him with a painful pang of hunger, forcing the fox to lean against the wall. 


It felt like he skipped breakfast entirely, but maybe it was just because of how much more effort 
he was putting in his jog today? Trying to get back into his jogging he was only stopped mere steps into 
it. Vince swore under his breath, something he rarely every does as he eyed a food stall making the 
messiest and sloppiest looking hotdogs he ever saw. He could barely even see the bun under all that 
chili, meat, beans and more! But his stomach was aching... so maybe he could ask for a less full one, just 
this once. He hated relying on junk food but this time was a sudden emergency. 


“V’ll have one hot dog with-UGH”, his stomach pained him again mid-sentence, “all of that extra 
junk on it?”, the fox unaware of his pained slip up that he had just ordered a hot dog with more not less, 
yet before he could realize his mistake the order was ready. Too embarrassed to mention his mistake, 
he paid the stall owner and took the messiest piece of food he ever laid his eyes on. It was absolutely 
soaked in sauces, meat and who knows what, staining his hands no matter how he tried to hold it. 
“Well... bottoms up | guess”, as the fox tried his best to eat it fast enough to minimize the mess, failing 
horribly in the process as it dripped all over his tracksuit. Annoyed, but he was going to wash it anyways 
from all this extra sweat he was soaking it with, and at the very least the worrying hunger pain was gone 
as he jogged home, blushing as other joggers stared at his messy clothes, only making him jog harder 
home. 


Vince rapidly undressed, throwing his tracksuit into the hamper to wash it momentarily, before 
a ping from his now Wi-Fi connected phone changes his attention. An email from one of the jobs he sent 
the resume to! Opening it up, his smile degraded as he read on, “Dear Vince, we applaud your desire to 
work with us, but we feel you are not the perfect fit for our workplace, we thank you for your interest!”. 
That... that’s progress! Usually employers would ghost him completely, but actually getting a response 
at all was ground-breaking for once! In his excitement, he replied back to the resume fixers that his 
resume needed more changes, but that it was actually working! 


With new found hope, the fox walked to the bathroom to shower off his jogging self’s sweat, 
but was suddenly hit with a wave of exhaustion. Oh god, had he really overdone it today? Or is it what 
he ate? Stumbling towards his bed, he collapsed onto it. He can shower later... it was still early and he 
can just wash his sheets with his food-stained clothes when he wakes up... he just needed to feel a bit 
better with a small nap... 


Vince yawned as he woke up, grabbing his phone from his night stand... 10am... wait- His eyes 
opened wide as he checked the time, wasn’t it just past 10am before he took his nap? Surely, he didn’t 
sleep an entire day, did he? Looking at his calendar, it was still he same day, maybe he got the time 
wrong? Putting his phone down, he sat up from bed, unaware that the year on his calendar had actually 
advanced by one entire year. 


Vince went to check the hamper, finding it empty... did he already wash his clothes? Looking 
around, he spotted clothes, messily piled on the floor. Why hadn’t he put them away if that was the 
case? Uhg, he needed to eat something, his stomach was growling too much to worry about this crap. 
Making a slight mental note not to think in such a crass way, he had standards after all, he made it to 
the kitchen and opened his pantry. To his surprise, there was not a single vegetable in sight, just meat... 
meat... and some powder? 


Taking out the vat of powder, he curiously carried it to the table, putting on his glasses as he 
read the vat. “A protein powder? Since when did l...”, thinking back, he could faintly remember buying 
this on a whim, trying it out every few days for potential results. He looked at his arm, it looked... thicker 
than usual, had he gained some muscle from his last jog? That wouldn’t make sense no... jogs are for his 
legs. Mulling it over, he started idly grabbing meats and such, putting them in his oven to cook, stopping 
himself as he looked at the timer dial. How long did it take meat to cook again? He knew how to heat up 
his veggies, but meat not so much... as he pulled out his phone, searching up the answer, not something 
he’d usually do with his vast knowledge. 


Setting the timer correctly, he finally noticed the sweaty scent coming from his pits, almost 
gagging at it as he just remembered he hadn’t showered yet, as he went on into his bathroom to clean 
up before the food was done. Passing by the bathroom mirror, he stopped to look at himself. Did his 
face look... rounder? His chin seemed less pronounced and his eyebrows looked... thicker? Eyeing 
himself up closer, he lifted his arm, noticing hair growing in the pits, “That’s... odd, | thought body hair 
came from my father’s side, but I’ve shown no signs of his blood my entire life... Still strange for a fox 
like him to have body hair...”, before finally noticing once flat gut, pushing out over the hem of his 
underwear. 


It took a few seconds longer than he wanted, mixed with feeling his new gut, noticing a growing 
trail towards his crotch as well, before snapping out of his hyper focused state. “Shit... that hot dog did a 
number on me didn’t it? Guess I’Il run it off later...”, as he stepped into the shower, feeling ab it more 
cramped thanks to his gut and slightly buffer limbs as he washed himself clean. During the wash he 
found his hand gliding towards his crotch, shivering as images of the women he’d seen in his jogs 
cropped up in his head, their bouncing chests... their huge behind... before snapping out of it, letting go 
of his erection, panting heavily in confusion... what’s gotten into him suddenly? As his junk slowly 
calmed down as he showered, he was remiss to notice them taking up more room between his legs. 


Getting out and drying off, only just remembering he didn’t bring any clothes with him as he 
exited the bathroom for some fresh underwear. The window blinds were closed, luckily, opening his 
drawers to find them empty. He sighed as he eyed the pile of clothes before digging through them to 
search for some underwear. Holding it up, it looked... stained but dry. Did he really wash these? Surely 
he must have to have just left them here. Trusting his past cleaning skills, he put the underwear on, 
struggling for a moment as it got stuck on his larger thighs, and even larger junk, barely covering the 
entire rod... “Must have shrunk in the wash a bit, ah well, fits well enough”. 


Vince sat at the kitchen, eating his meaty meal, despite it being overcooked, did he get the time 
wrong? Or did he just misread the guide? Man cooking meat was a pain. As he either way kept chowing 
down on the meat, opening his phone with his free hand, noticing a new email from the resume fixers. 
Opening it up in excitement, he noticed the lack of university at the end, just some public college for a 
basic degree? That didn’t seem right, but as he thought back to it, he got denied from university... but 
what about all the extra stuff he learnt? He couldn’t have imagined that too, could he? 


Thinking hard on it, idly chowing down on his food, he couldn’t for the life of him remember any 
side lessons to prove he did go to university. He could faintly remember a cooking course, but maybe 
that was just a website guide he read, his cooking skills were evidently lacking... His attention on this 
issue was quickly superseded as he spotted a change under his name, “Species... Fox-Wolf? Hold on my 
mother and father were both foxes... that can’t be right...”, opening up a reply to the mail about this and 
hitting send, forgetting to proofread his message. 


A ding came an hour later, the fox in the middle of trying to zip up his stained tracksuit over his 
belly, having to breathe it in to get the zipper over, before pushing out, forcing the belly to poke out the 
bottom. Checking his phone, he was met with a new attachment and a following message, “We are sorry 
for the error on our end! We have checked your family history extensively, and now saw your mother 
was indeed a wolf like your father, please use this new resume for your job hunt!” 


Ok good, so he wasn’t crazy! He wasn’t some sort of hybrid fox or wolf, he was a pure-bred wolf, 
through and through. Yet something about that statement felt off as he eyes his brown-orangish fur. 
Was it brighter this morning before his shower? He shrugged as he sent the new attachment out to 
some jobs, less than usual as some of the jobs seemed to ask a bit too much of him this time around. 
With all that done, he ran out for his weekly jog. 


It wasn’t even a block in before he had to stop and take a breath. He stumbled forward until a 
familiar hot dog stand. The wolf manning it greeted him like a friend, preparing his usual mid-jog meal 
for Vince. Two overstuffed hotdogs, just the way he liked them, as he devoured them on his 
jog-turned-walk. His underwear strained as he caught some women jogging, but bringing his eyes away 
from his ass just in time to not tent his pants or tear apart his underwear out in public. He really needs 
to calm down, he’s never usually this horny like... ever! 


Eventually making it back home, soaked in even more sweat than this morning, he quickly 
stripped off his clothes, chucking them onto the floor in his fogged up focus. Fuck, he couldn’t stop 
thinking about those women... sitting at his laptop, with some difficulty as his ass spilled out the sides of 
the small stool. Opening up a site to... relieve himself on, finding he already had plenty bookmarked! He 
doesn’t remember bookmarking any of these, but he shrugged it off as the whole point of bookmarks, 
no need to remember! As he opened up the site, immediately bombarded with smut, ads and more, 
knowing to avoid clicking the ads, and just... jacking off to them instead, as his strong grip on his growing 
rod soon led to one of the largest loads he’d ever shot. 


“Fuck... that felt goood... so fucking.... sannnorkk,” his words turning into a snore as Vince fell 
asleep on the stool, with belly, hand and thighs soaked with a huge load as the remainder dripped onto 
the hardwood floor. 


Vince’s alarm blared out for the fifth time before he finally awoke, yawning as a string of drool 
dripped from his fat lip, sitting up on his bed as he scratched his gut. Fingers digging into a bushy trail 
under his navel, he slowly stepped onto his shaggy carpeted floor, covered in dried stains of all kinds, 
and more recent whiter stains as well. “God fucking dammit, overslept again... again?”, stopping for a 
moment to think, he’d been having trouble keeping up with his alarm clock for a few years now, hadn't 
he? Then why did that feel so odd... 


A ping from his desktop computer interrupted his deep thinking as he walked up to it, his simple 
stool replaced with a larger chair with arm rests long ago due to his weight snapping it in half. “Shit, 
forgot to turn it off last night”, not noticing his once mobile laptop had been converted into a 5 year old 
computer, nor that he fell asleep at it last night. His mind was too busy thinking about how hungry he 
was, but he needed to check his email first. 


“Please sir, this is the fifth time you have applied for this job. We have told you two times 
already that you do not meet our requirements as per your resume-”, as the dark furred wolf read on, 
losing interest in it after the first paragraph as he did his usual routine with the resume fixers. They’d 
been helping him for years now, he felt like he could trust them to continue perfecting his resumes. 
Sending in another update request, he went to the kitchen, or really just the kitchen corner of his single 
room apartment, not counting the tiny bathroom off to the side. 


Pushing aside food delivery wrappers and bags, he found a left over burger from last night’s 
binge, chowing down on it as he grabbed one of his jumbo protein powders, chucking much more than 
the instructed amount into some heavy creamy milk he poured out. “Gotta.. urp, keep up my muscle for 
mah future job!”, he told himself as an excuse for his unhealthy eating, thinking all the powder would 
buff him up the more he took. The instructions on it were barely legible for his bad eyesight, unable to 
afford glasses after he sat on his last ones a year ago, and he couldn’t for the life of him remember what 
the powder originally said. Remembering shit like that was pointless anyways, it’s why he never went to 
college, all a bunch of useless shit. 


Letting out a louder belch, patting his hairy gut as his shirt rid up ever further, just barely 
covering his growing moobs, he flexed his arms, his body turning into a mix of fat and muscle over the 
course of the years he’d been using this powder. Despite all this, he felt this sense of uncertainty, was 
his apartment always so small and... dirty? Was he always so... big? It felt like wading through mud in his 
head to focus on it, yet as he got closer, his phone and desktop both dinged with a new email. Grabbing 
his old smart phone with his chunky fingers as it was already on the kitchen table. 


Squinting, he tried to find where the email app was again, the phone just barely constituting for 
a smart phone at it’s tiny size, “Fucking tiny ass screen... why did we fuckin lose actual real buttons...”, 
growling a bit, his frustration growing faster than he expected before he managed to open the app and 
the email. “Hello sir! We have updated your resume for you again, after finding out you never actually 
finished high school, we thought it was unfair to employers that you wrote it down as a finished 
achievement. For the sake of being honest we have amended it for you.” 


His eyes glazed over some of the words, mostly skimming over it as he opened the resume. 
Sure, he dropped out of high school, but it wasn’t his fault he couldn’t keep up with all that math and 
shit! That kinda shit was useless in the real world anyways! Belching again, he went onto his usual job 
site and sent out the resume to every single opening, too tired from reading already. 


Swapping over to his usual porn site, he felt his giant log of meat between his legs press on the 
underside of the kitchen table. Was he not wearing any underwear? Thinking back, he could faintly 
recall his last pair torn to pieces after he got a bit too horny during his last “exercise” of a few dumbbell 
lifts next to his bed. Wasn’t his fault a stud like him can’t help but think of all the ass he could get! His 
hand had found it’s way onto his meat either way, his stomach getting in the way as he spent the next 
hour just rubbing a few out. 


If he was as bright as he used to be, his mind would have noticed how his age on his resume had 
increased by ten years, but numbers that big were a lost cause on him. His rubbing taking longer as he 
lost his breath frequently due to his advancing age and increasing weight, swearing loudly in annoyance 
at his own stamina each time, just wanting to vent his anger out on anything at all as he flip flopped 
between that and lust. 


Once the deed was done, he got up from the table, underside soaked in his loads, and many 
from the past, walking to his workout corner, the carpet there reeking of sweat. Calling it a workout 
corner was stretching it, as all there was, were two dumbbells, which he started lifting and broke into a 
sweat almost immediately. “Fuck... fuck... why did... | get these so heavy... at least they... fuckin work”, 
smirking at his swelling biceps, ignoring his fat gut hanging between his legs being ignored from any 
other potential workout. 


Dropping them to the floor, he stumbled towards his bathroom, ready to wash his gunk off 
finally after a week, squeezing through the tiny door frame. Tugging the only piece of clothing he had 
on, his heavily stained shirt onto the floor, he stepped into the shower, just barely fitting as he turned it 
on. His shitty apartment’s shower barely had any elbow room and at his... muscular size, he couldn’t 
move them at all to wash himself thoroughly, and decided to just let the water pour on him as a good 
enough compromise. A compromise that only lasted for a single minute before the water cut off. 


“Fucking shitty ass government... they cut off mah water now too? Sure, ah didn’t pay this 
month, but those rich fucks don’t know how good they have it!”, balling his fists up, passing by the 
broken bathroom mirror, from a previous similar rant. Dripping wet, he grabbed the only towel he could 
find in the ever-growing pile of clothes he left to wash but never got around to. Sure, it was stained, but 
it was dry enough to get him dry so that’s all that mattered. 


His huge gut jiggled with every stomp, thighs shaking as he found it every so harder to walk with 
an ever-increasing weight. Must be all the muscle he was putting on, as he slapped his gut proudly, his 
buff arms proving to all he was more than just a fat hairy wolf. Pushing his wet hair out of his eyes, some 
of it tangled against his overgrowing bushy eyebrows, he resolved to get a haircut... eventually. It had 
been fifteen years since he last had one after all, surely he’d remember as he sat in his soaked bed, 
already exhausted in a mere hour or so of being awake as he prepared to doze off again, the very 
thought of cleaning himself up in any form fading away yet again in his stupor. 


Vince woke up in the middle of an evening, no alarm to wake him due to not being able to 
afford those smart phones every young fur was using. Sitting up on his mattress on the floor, his massive 
gut spreading his massive thighs as it too casually laid on the floor, scratching his heavy chest hair on his 
massive moobs as his naked self stood up slowly. The forty-five year old wolf went to boot up his 
twenty-five year old computer, his CRT alone taking a minute to turn on as the rest would take even 
longer. 


Deciding to eat while he booted it up, as his usual routine, he waded through the piles of bags 
covering half of his run down apartment, a fresh delivery of chili hotdogs and more from the restaurant 
owner a few blocks down. It was hard to believe just twenty years ago the dude was running a simple 
food stall, but thanks to Vince’s every increasing appetite, he helped fund him all the way to the top, 
enough so that Vince trusted the man to deliver straight into his house by leaving the doors unlocked, 
not that he could find the keys any more under this mess. 


Chomping down and drinking his usual powder, with ever increasing portions over the years, it 
had become routine for him, smacking his overgrown fat lip loudly as he sat on the floor, ass fat enough 
to cushion him anyways. His thoughts slowly churned as he ate, the only time he ever got to really work 
his brain nowadays, as he thought about how his family’s inheritance was soon running out. His parents 
had left him with a large sum, but his eating habits were quickly burning them away. He needed a job, 
but after so many decades of searching he was growing more frustrated at it all. 


As if on cue, his old computer finally booted up, an email ping filling the room as he stood up, 
still chowing down on food as it dripped over him and the carpet as he stomped across. Taking a full ten 
minutes to figure out how it worked again, almost breaking his mouse with how much force he was 
pressing it with as if it would help. His eyes finally opening wide as he saw an actual acceptance to a job, 
no reviews needed! “Fuck yeh!”, he screamed out in his low, guttural voice. He finally fucking did it, 
after all these years! 


Looking at the job title over, he smirked at how perfect it was for him. Driving a truck was one of 
the few things he knew how to do, and picking up trash and just throwing them into the back of it? Easy 
for his beefy arms! Garbage-man was a job made for him! And lucky for him, his new boss kept his 
words nice and short, recalling how his resume was mostly empty barring for “Strong. Big. Know how to 
drive”, with his name and forty-five-year age above that. Nice and simple, that’s what employers 
wanted after all! 


Honking his horn at the crosswalk, urging people to move faster as he flipped them off, he got to 
the next house to stop by, stepping out of the garbage-truck as it righted itself from the heavy weight of 
his body angling it down. Grabbing bags of trash haphazardly as he threw them into the back with the 
rest of the trash. Sweating heavily, forced to wear this dumb overall, the only thing they could get at his 
size, yet it let little to the imagination as it stuck to his sweaty body, beefy arms matched with a massive 
gut and thighs, the largest muscle-gut on a person anyone in town had seen. 


As he readied to head back into the vehicle, he saw a young adult female pass by as he whistled 
at her, “Ey hot-stuff, wanna cum’ to mah place n’ fuk?”, he said with a lisp, heavy cheeks and fat lip 
slurring his words. The old wolf didn’t expect a slap from her as she ran off, causing him to boil over and 
go ona long, swear ridden rant, loud enough to get people calling. Wouldn’t be the first, he already had 
a few strikes at his job, but he knew they had trouble finding a replacement and that he was safe to act 
as he pleased. Heading back inside the truck, still swearing profusely as he continued his work for the 
rest of the day, with occasional stops as any fast-food joint he passed by to fuel his ravenous hunger. 


Late in the day, thanks to so many food breaks, he finally made it home, opening his cheap, dank 
apartment room. It was even smaller than he remembered, no bathroom in sight either as he had to 
resolve to using public rest rooms. No kitchen, but he had his fast-food joints to deal with that. Really, 
the place was perfect for an old wolf like him, and cheap too! He barely had to spend anything since he 


didn’t have to pay for those new-fangled phones or magic boxes, laughing gutturally at just how great 
he had it. 


Falling onto his mattress on the floor with a thud, he laid in it once more as he unzipped his 
overalls, thinking about all the hot babes he saw today, using his simple imagination on fucking them to 
get himself off, his hand barely able to reach under his gargantuan gut, not taking long to orgasm and 
knock himself out for the night, drooling over himself as he finally could get a night’s rest, knowing he 
had a stable job, and one that his home-schooled self could easily handle, dreams filled with simple 
cravings of food and sex. 


Somewhere in his room, an old crumpled piece of physical mail covered in food stains laid 
unread, “We thank you for using our service! We hope you enjoy your new job, and we are proud to say 
that even an old illiterate wolf like you could achieve happiness with our system! Please enjoy your new 
life and career!” 


